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Dave had always been a runner. 

In his younger days, it had been metaphorical. He'd run into a bottle of Jack, he'd run into a bag of coke, he 
got older and he ran into pain meds, he kicked the gear and for a while ran into food, sugar mostly, and then 
he discovered running. 


Real running. He'd put on his joggers, when the going got tough, and he'd just run. For as long as it took. 


David was pretty use to the concept. You aren't with someone for almost 30 years, give or take, and not get 
use to their methods. 


But Dave was running more than usual. 


"James on the phone for you!" David called out. 
"Tell him l'll ring him back, l'm about to go for a run," Dave would yell back. Then he'd put on his joggers, and 


he was out the door. 


"Lars on the phone, you gonna take this one man?" David called out. 


"Take a message, I'm going for a run," Dave would call back. 
Every day they danced this dance. 


Dave would put on his shoes and be out the door. The ground at his feet and the wind in his hair. He'd run 
until his legs ached and his lungs burned. Headphones in, ignoring the world, because when he was running, well 


everyone else could fuck off to hell. 


He'd run to avoid the awkward conversation. He'd run to avoid the question. He knew what was coming up, he 


wasn't an idiot. 30 years. 


And the fact that they kept calling worried him. Lars had invited him to the Hall of Fame ceremony, to sit in 
the audience. Dave didn't go, it would have been an act of submission, t would have been humiliating. Was that 
what they were wanting him to do this time? Sit in the audience and watch while they were glorified? 


So Dave avoided them and ignored them, opting to run while letting David deal with it. He was good at that. 


Two weeks. Every day they had called and every day he had run. At the end of the day his shins ached and he 
could feel his left knee giving up. He was pushing himself too hard, too fast, but he wasn't going to stop 
because that meant dealing with them and he wasn't prepared to do that. 


It didn't stop at phone calls to the house. Pretty soon there were emails, calls through his assistant, text 


messages.. they were relentless. 


Dave woke up to David pushing the phone in his face. 
"I'm sick of this, find out what they want already," he demanded. 
Dave raised his face to protest, but that look, David wasn't having it. And he gave in. 


He whizzed through his contacts, finding the right one and ringing. James. James was a softer target, less 
intimidating, less history between the two of them. Lars had felt like a nemesis, James had felt like a friend 


from an age gone by. 

The deal was, James explained, that they were doing a series of 4 concerts to celebrate Metallica's 
anniversary, and they wanted Dave there. Not to sit in the audience, but to get on stage and play, with them, 
if he wanted To. 


Dave would have to think about it. 


And so he put on his joggers, and he went for another run. 


The cold morning air hit his face as he ran, faster and faster, his feet hitting the pavement. He ran over 
James's words. It sounded good in theory but there were so many what ifs. What if he was booed off stage 
by the Metallica fans? What if they he didn't sound good? What if it was all one big practical joke? What if? 
What if? He found himself on a street corner, breathing hard, sweat in his eyes, his legs burning, his muscles 


tearing. 
There was only one thing to do. It was what he should have done all along. 


He turned and walked home. He'd run so much he was doing himself damage, and so he had to start repairing 


that, by walking instead of running. 


Instead of heading straight to the shower he made his way up the stairs and found him in his office. 
"Hey," he said poking his head in through the door, "can | talk to you a minute?" 
David looked up and smiled, truth be told he had been waiting for this. 


"Sure, tell me what's going on" 


And Dave did, divulging the plan and then his fears. Why it wouldn't be a good idea. Why it wouldn't work out. 
Why he didn't want to do it. 

"Well it's totally up to you, and | will support you in whatever choice you make," David said, placing his hand on 
Dave's. 

"Do you think | should do it?" Dave asked, he was seeking guidance and needed direction. 

"Well yeah, | think it would be good for all of you," David said honestly. 

"Will you be there?" Dave needed reassurance and support. 

"Of course, I'll be right there." 

Dave was sweaty, sticky and a bit on the nose, but David loved him, and he took him in his arms and held him 


like he needed. 


Rehearsing the old songs was a bit weird for Dave, relearning the old riffs, licks and solos. It felt strange 
playing the songs that he had hated for so long. But, just like he said he would be, David was right there, 
supporting him all the way. 


He went back to a normal running routine, although when he got stressed, the temptation was there to put on 


his joggers, and run. 


They went to San Francisco together. Dave was having his doubts. They arrived at the Fillmore together. Dave 
felt like turning and running. They watched from the side stage together. Someone got on stage in a Megadeth 
shirt and the crowd booed. Dave's heart sunk. They were going to hate him, he was certain of it. Just as he 


turned to go, he felt hands on his shoulders. 


David. He was right there. He wasn't going anywhere. 


It was good to see everyone again. To mingle and to chat. To finally put some names to some faces. To hang 
out with friends he hadn't seen in many many years. 


Then it was time, the knot in his stomach grew, he could hear James talking to the crowd but he couldn't hear 
a word. Palms sweaty, mouth dry, pulse racing. He couldn't do it. He wanted to run. The guitar strap around his 
neck felt like a noose. 

"You're up," David said into his ear, "Ill be right here." 

Dave looked back to see the familiar eyes, the reassuring smile, he was going to be okay. A quick kiss, for good 
luck, and he up on stage. 


No need to run, he was going to be alright. 


